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fire while the other two rode on ahead a thousand
lay down and prepared to fire. They killed or seriously
wounded one militia-man, and shot the horse under a
second. Soon afterward Chumakov had his horse shot under
him. He ran on at Kosheliov's side, holding to the stirrup.
The shadows lengthened. The sun sank towards the west7
Gregor advised that they should not separate, and they
rode on together at a walking pace. Chumakov strode
along at their side. A little later they saw a pair-horsed
wagon on the ridge of a hill, and made for the road. The
elderly, bearded cossack driver whipped his horses into a
gallop, but shots brought him to a halt.
" I'll sabre the scum ! He'll learn what to run for! "
Kosheliov muttered through his teeth, bursting ahead,
lashing his horse furiously with his whip.
"Don't touch him, Sasha, I forbid it ! " Fomin warned
him, and shouted to the man when still some distance off: (
" Unharness your horses, daddy, d'you hear ?   Unharness"'
them while you're still alive ! "
Paying no attention to the old man's tearful entreaties,
they themselves unhitched the traces, removed the reins
and collars from the horses, and quickly saddled them.
" Leave one of yours at least in exchange," the old man
asked, weeping.
" Mind you don't get your teeth knocked out, you old
devil! " Kosheliov said. " We need the horses ourselves.
You thank the Lord God that your life has been spared."
Fomin and Chumakov mounted the fresh horses. But
soon afterward the six riders following in their tracks were
joined by three others.
" We must drive our horses hard ! Come on, boys ! "
Fomin said. " If we can reach the Krivsky ravines by
nightfall we shall be saved."
He lashed his horse with his whip, and galloped on ahead.
On his left hand he led a second horse on a short rein.
Under the animals' hoofs the crimson heads of the tulips
went flying in all directions like great drops of blood.
Gregor, who was riding behind Fomin, looked at these
sprinkles of crimson and closed his eyes. For some reason
his head swam, and a familiar, severe pain clutched at his
heart.
Their horses  galloped  along with  their  last  strength.